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I can't write the usual sort of auto- 
biography because I haven’t had the 
usual sort of writer’s life; instead 
of working at filling stations and 
roadside eafes and such places, I 
went into writing after leaving college 
and thus can’t list a long string of 
occupations. 

Like so many other professionals from 
Ray Palmer through Bradbury to Algis 
Budrys. I served my apprenticeship in 
the fan ranks first, and for a number 



of years was active in the world of 
fans and fanzines while learning my 
craft. (In fact, my first pro sale, to a 
now defunct magazine, was an article 
about fandom.) 

I sold my first story in 1953, after 
four solid years of trying, to Nebula , 
a Scottish s-f magazine. Sales to the 
American markets followed, slowly at 
first, then picking up with gratifying 
rapidity. At first the cheeks would 
show up about three months apart; 
after a while, they started coming 
more often, and I’m now happily 
employed as a full-time writer, spe- 
cializing in science fiction. (I’ve sold 
westerns, sports, and detective stories 
too, but s-f is the type of fiction I 
most enjoy doing.) 

My first novel, Revolt on Alhpa C, was 
published last summer. I’ve recently 
completed a second, w ith another on the 
horizon for ’57. Readers of Amazing and 
Fantastic first saw my name on a short 
storv in last January’s Amazing, but I 
hope to be appearing in these magazines 
more often in the future. 

Like Isaac Asinov, I got my college 
education at Columbia, and like Isaac 
I began writing while still an under- 
graduate. (The resemblance ends 
there.) I’ll be getting married, shortly, 
to a lovely and intelligent young lady 
w ho won’t read any s-f but mine. That 
ought to prove how smart she is! 
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IN DEFENSE OF DAY-DREAMERS 



BY THE EDITOR 



We seem to be somewhat partial to Kipling because we’re 
forever quoting the old boy, but the fact is so many of his 
stirring lines hit some particular nail square on the head. The 
one we’re thinking of at the moment is from his great in- 
spirational standby, titled IF — no connection with the current 
science-fiction magazine of the same name. The line goes : “If 
you can dream and not make dreams your master,” and the 
old expert adds: “If you can think and not make thoughts 
your aim.” 

The second line is good, too, but let’s dwell on the first one : 
If you can dream and not make dreams your master. Cer- 
tainly you can remember the petulant voices out of your past 
— your mother or grandmother: “For heaven’s sake, child! 
Will you get that glassy look out of your eyes and pay some 
attention to what I’m saying?” If you are an adult, that is, 
you have those memories. If you are very young such com- 
plaints are a part of your everyday life. 

But let’s face it. What’s wrong with dreaming. Day dreams 
are an integral part of youth. A boy who hasn’t ridden a 
Mississippi river raft with Huckleberry Finn — who has not 
faced John Silver’s drunken buckos aboard the good ship 
Hispaniola, has not really lived. And any little girl who has 
not been awakened by the Prince’s kiss from the fairy couch 
of the Sleeping Beauty, has missed a moment of pure romance 
that can never be recaptured. 

But day-dreaming is not confined to children. Adults who 
would react with indignation at being so accused, day-dream 
continuously. Did you ever get sore at your boss and say to 
yourself : Man, I’d like to hold fifty-one percent of the stock 
in this company! Then I’d walk in and tell that chowderhead 
(Concluded on page 130) 
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'7%e Secret o£ 

MENTAL CREATING 

I F YOU just like to dream, read no fur- 
ther. There comes a time when your 
fancies must be brought into light— and 
stand the test of every-day, hard realities. 
Are you one of the thousands — perhaps 
millions— whose thoughts never get 
beyond the stage of wistful wishing? Do 
you often come to from a daydream with 
the sigh, "If only I could bring it about— 
make it real?" 

All things begin with thought— itis what 
follows that may take your life out of 
the class of those who hope and dream. 
Thought energy, like anything else, can 
be dissipated — or it can be made to pro- 
duce actual effects. If you know how to place 
your thoughts you can stimulate the crea- 
tive processes within your mind— through 
them you can assemble things and condi- 
tions of your world into a happy life of 
accomplishment. Mental creating does not 
depend upon a magical process. It consists 
of knowing how to marshal your thoughts 
into a power that draws, compels and 
organizes your experiences into a worth- 
while design of living. 

ACCEPT THIS tee BOOK 

Let the Rosicrucians tell you how you may 
accomplish these things. The Rosicrucians 
(not a religious organization), a world- 
wide philosophical fraternity’, have pre- 
servea for centuries the ancients’ masterful 
knowledge of the functioning of the inner 
mind of man. They have taught men and 
women how to use this knowledge to 
recreate their lives. Theyofferyoua free copy 
of the fascinating book, "The Mastery of 
Life.” It tells how you may receive this 
information for study and use. Use coupon. 

7%e Rosicrucians 

(AMORC) 

SAN JOSE CALIFORNIA 




luring him into unknown perils. 
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GUARDIAN OF THE 
CRYSTAL GATE 

By ROBERT S1LVERBERG 



Men were vanishing through the deadly gateway 
of crystal, lured to their destruction by the sensu- 
ous body of a woman born for but one reason — 
to tempt men. Could the riddle be solved with no 
other clue bgt a handful of flashing diamonds ? 



I T BEGAN quietly. I walked 
in, sat down, and the Chief, 
in a quick motion, dropped a 
diamond in front of me on his 
desk. 

I stared blankly at the jew- 
el. It was healthy-sized, emer- 
ald-cut, blue-white. I looked 
up at him. 

“So?” 

“Take a close look at it, 
Les.” He shoved it across the 
desk at me with his stubby 
fingers. I reached out, picked 
up the diamond — it felt cool 
to touch — and examined it. 

Right in the heart of the 
gem was a thin brown area 
of clouding, marring the oth- 
erwise flawless diamond. I 
nodded. “It looks — like a 
burnt-out fuse,” I said, puz- 
zled. 

The Chief nodded solemnly. 
“Exactly.” He opened a desk 



drawer and reached in, and 
grasped what looked like a 
whole handful o'f other dia- 
monds. “Here,” he said. “En- 
joy yourself.” He sent them 
sliding out on the desk; they 
rolled across the shiny mar- 
bled desktop. Some went skit- 
tering to the floor, others 
dropped into my lap, others 
spread out in a gleaming ar- 
ray in front of me. There must 
have been forty of them. 

The Chief’s eye met mine. 
“Each one of those diamonds,” 
he said, “represents one dead 
man.” 

I coughed. I’ve had some 
funny cases since joining the 
Bureau, but this was the fan- 
ciest hook the Chief had used 
yet. I started scooping up the 
diamonds that had fallen to 
the floor. They were of all 
sizes, all cuts — a million dol- 
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